AN  AMERICAN  IN   THE  MAKING
was your duty to be frank and honest; if your opponent was offended, so much the worse for him. You could come to a meeting, to a play, or to a gathering in the house of a friend in your working clothes and unshaven if you chose. The man and not the costume was the thing. A woman was but a human being in petticoats; therefore if you happened to want company at War-schauer's, or felt the need of giving play to your opinions at the theater, you need not hesitate to address the first girl that came your way; therefore, also, you need not spare her in a battle of ideas; but therefore, also, you need not expect to be looked up to as a superior creature with a whole chain of exploded privileges and immunities. She was in every way your human equal and counterpart, whatever the animal differences .between you might be. Your business in life was to labor for the things that you devoured, to cultivate your mind, and to serve the ideals of your class. Beside these, the sordid concerns of the bodily existence were a secondary matter. Wherefore the American heathen with his wealth and his show, his worldliness and his materialism and his sporting page, was an object worthy of your profouadest contempt.
What else could it be, if it was not this ancient dream of the prophets revitalized and recast into a modern mold, that had the magic power to transfigure the rotting slums into an oasis of spiritual luxuriance, and the gloomy, dust-laden factory into a house of light
and hope?   The mere human thirst for knowledge, the
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